nightes^rcame. 

Againrt my childc,iny daughter Hermit* 

Stand forth Demetrius, 

My noble Lord, 

This man hath my confent to marry her, 

St and forth Lifandcr, 

And my gracious 6uke, 

This man hath bewitch* the bolome of my childs* 
Thoujthou Ly [under ^ thou haft giuenher rimeSj 
And interchang’d Joue tokens with my childe: 

Thou haftj by roOone-light,at her windowe fung, 
With faining voice, verfes of fa’tning louey 
And ftolnetheimpieffionofherphantafie: 

With braceletsof [hyfiaire,ringS}gawdeSjCOiiceites y 
Knackes, trifles, noicgaies/weece meatesfi meflingers 
Offtrongpreuailcmemin vnhardenedyouth) 

With cunning haft thou filcht my daughters hearty 
Turndhcrobedience(which isductomeej 
To ftubborne harfhnefle , And, my gracious Dukc^ 

Beit lo, fhe will not h ere, before your Grace^ 

Confent to marry with Demetrius , 

I beg the auncienc priuilcdgeof^^^; 

As (he is mine, Imaydifpofe of her: 

Which fhall be 3 either to this gentleman. 

Or to her de.athjaccording to our Iawe, 
Immediadyprouicfcdyn chat cafe* 

The t What fay you ^Hermta? Re aduifid^faircmaicL 
Toyou,yourfather fhould be as frGod: 

One that compofft your beauties : yea an d one ? 

To who me you are but as a forme in wax^ 

By him imprinted, and within his power. 

To leauc the figure, or disfigure it: 

Demetrius is a worthy gentleman* 

Hey m S°isL/fa»der. T^Inhimfelfeheis: 
Butin this kinde , wanting your fathers voice 

Theothcrmuftbeheki the worthier® 



A Midfommer nightes dreanie. 

• f/f r, I would sny father lookc but with my eyes. 

Tfce.Ratber your eyes mull, with his iudgement, look?, 

Her. I doeintreatyour grace, to pardon mee, 

Iknow not by what power, lam made bould; 

Nor how it may concerne my modclty. 

In fu(;h a prefence, hereto plead my thoughts: 

But I befeechyourGrace,thatI tnayknowe 
The worft that may befall mee in this cafe. 

If I refufe to wed Demetrius. 

"The. Either tody the death, ortoabiure. 

For euer, the fociety of men. 

Therefore, fairc H*r7»/0,quetVionyour defires, 

Knowe ofyouryouth, examine well your blood, 
Whether(ifyou yeelde not to your fathers choyce) 

You can endure the liuery of a Nunne, 

For aye to be in Ibady cloyfter, mew’d 
Toliue a barraine filter all your life, 

Chaunting faint hymncs,to the colde fruitlelle Moon?. 
Thrife blellcd they, that inafterfo there bloode. 

To vndergoe fuchmaiden pilgrimage: 

But earthiyer happy is the role drftildj 

Then that, which, withering on the virgin thorn?, 

Growes,liues,and dies, in fingle blefiednelfe. 

Her, So will I growe/o liue.fo die my Lord, 

Ere I wit! yield my virgin Patent, vp 
Vnto his Lordlhippe, whofe vnwifhed yoake 
My foule confents not to giue fouerainty. 

The , Take time to pawfe, and by the nextnewemoone. 
The lealing day,betwixt my loue and mee. 

For euerlalting bond offellowlhippe, 

Vpon that day either prepare to dye. 

For difobcdience to your fathers will, 

Orelfctowed Demetrimj.i\\z would. 

Or onDiamtes altar to proteft. 

For ayc,aullejiue and fingle life. 


t * 
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